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MUSIC AMONG THE CATSKILL 
MOUNTAINS. 



Mountain House, Ang. 9, 1866. , 
Up among the Catskill Mountains,, close under 
the arching skied — far away above the work-a-day 
world, with hundreds of milea of it lying as level 
as a floor beneath my leet— a man, a pigmy un- 
distinguishable, and bis habitations mere specks 
upon the immensity of the scene I Up among the 
Catskills, where the pure free air 1111s my lungs 
with a quickened vitality, and braces my sinews 
until I feel that 1 could leap from peak to peak, 
shouting glad hosannas in the exuberant fresh- 
ness of a newly created life. The sentiment 
wliich pervades the magnitudes of this region is 
pure worship. Selt-abnegation ia, inevitable. 
Mail becomes dwarfed amid the voiceless gran- 
deur which surrounds him. The pride of intellect 
is rebuked. Generations of men die out; others 
rise up, repeating the labors of the past; but the 
anchored hiils remain, and the surging tides of the 
great ocean beat on tor ever and for ever. Man, 
looking down from these bights on the vast plain, 
stretched out in panoramic minuteness beneath 
bini, with the distant silver, ribbon-like Hudson, 
searclies for bis fellow man in vain, or finds him 
dwaried to the stature of an aftt, toiling and 
moiling, wlii;e we up here are unconscious of his 
existence. While we feel like medium giants, we 
can woil afiord to pity the ants below. But the 
sense of superiority rapidly diminishes when we 
reflect that, perched on the side of a mountain, 
8,000 feet above the level plain, we must be as 
utterly invisible and inconsequent as the fire 
blasted stump by my side to those below. So the 
accounts are square, and in short I must say that 
I had enough to do to comprehend how utterly 
happy I was, as I plodded up the mountains, with 
elastic stop, and stall in hand, without even a pen 
behind my eai', or the thought of an article in my 
head. 

The journey ft-om New York to the Mountains 
isone scuiie of unparal eled beauty throughout the 
whole route. The voyage up the Hudson is too 
well known in all ils charming aspects to need 
description, but the pleasure is much enhanced by 
the luxurious comforts to be found on board the 
fine boats, the Daniel Drew, C. Vibbard and 
Thomas Powell, which deposit the travellei-s at 
Catskill village after a rapid and exciting transit 
Oi six hours. 

On landing there is no delay. Carriages for tlie 
Mountain House and Laurel House are in waiting, 
and as soon as passengers and baggage are ac- 
commodated, they start on their delightlUl jour- 
ney. The ride, for miles, is up hill and down, 
and along level stretches pleasantly shaded, yet 
open to the lusty breeze tW sweeps down from 
the mountain. Now the veritable mountain is 
visible and then lost to sight. Anon we catch a 
glimpse of the Mountain House, perched afar up, 
like some eagle's eyrie. Both mountain and 
house are found and lost again a dozen times, 
until after riding through a country of widely 
varied beauty, the cavalcade commences the 
ascent of the mountain proper. Up, up, up we 
go, now coursing due west, and then turning 
short and proceeding due east, at every turn 
catching aglim.ise ot some new and wildly beau- 



tifiil view. Sleepy Hollow, where the sph:lt of 
Rip Van Winkle still might wander, so little 
changed is the place in its wild grandeur, - is 
passed and Moses Rock is left behind, and finally, 
the Mountain House is gained, after an ascent of 
two hours, which the increasing and ever varying 
•interest of the scene roiibed ol all tedium. 

My companions were Joseph and Isaac Poznan- 
ski, both thorough artists and accomplished gen- 
tlemen ; Dr. Boynton, a profound philosopher and 
master of more elegies than I can count oh my 
fingers; Dr. Robert i3.- Newton, the distinguished 
and gifted bead of the Eclectic School of Medi- 
cine and Sui^gery in America; B. W. Speara, one 
ol our most enterprising Western journalists and 
business men; Col. Lester S. Wilson, Assistant 
Quarter-Master-General of the State of New-York, 
who commanded the Sixtieth N. Y. V. at the bat- 
tle of Lookout Mountain, under Hooker, and, 
with his regiment, was the first to hoist the Amer- 
ican flag upon the shattered mountain citadel at 
Atlanta, from whence he marched with Sherman 
to the sea, holding command at Savannah, where 
he won golden opinions by his many manly and 
generous qualities, which his friends say are un- 
marred by a single littleness or fault, and Henri 
L. Stuart, who combines the philosophical with 
the practical, knows something of everything, 
Irom casting a 20-inch gun to running a news- 
paper, and whose adminstrative ability and 
facility lor combinations make him, naturally, the 
general Impressario of all the parties with whom 
be associates. 

Refreshment after our long, though pleasant 
journey, was the first thing in order; then a long, 
exhaustive gaze at the glorious panorama spread 
out before us. The next thought was fbr amuse- 
ment. Now the Mountain House, which is the 
most scrupulously clean and well-ordered house 
in the country, has one of the finest drawing- 
rooms we ever saw. It is nearly as large as 
Ir^ng Hall, carpeted all over, andp'.entllhlly sup- 
plied with luxurious lounges, chairs, &c. Its 
dimensions immediately suggested musici and I 
was appointed to carry out a programme. Luck- 
ily a new and very beautilul piano arrived that 
very day— one of Lindeman <fc Son's splendid 
enlarged , scale Cycloid pianos— and as Isaac 
Poznanski never travels without the objects of his 
afl'ections, his twin-violins, I lelt that the sug- 
gestion was feasible. The room was tlironged, a 
large party of our friends coming over from the 
Laurel House, and the Poznanskis, pianist' and 
violinist, delighted every one by thefr really ad- 
mirable performances. To relieve these artists. 
Dr. Boynton, who luckily had his appai-atus with 
him, consented to exhibit and explain his new 
system of Illuminating gas, that is, adding by 
chemical agencies to any gas that will burn, a 
truly wonderful illuminatthg power, producing a 
light lour or five times as great as that produced 
by ordinary gas. This invention seems destined 
to revolutionize our present system ot lighting, 
for it will diminish our expenses one-halt, while 
it will quadi-uple the light given. It will make 
whole cities cheerful, and as any burning gas can 
be used, isolated houses, Such as the Mountain 
and Laurel, can become, by using .the surplus 
wood, together with Dr. Boyntoo's magical illu- 
minator, brilliant and resplendent with the finest 



light, at very small cost. The evening passed off 
delightfully, the greatest satisfaction was ex- 
pressed, and a resolution was carried to the efiiect 
that a grand entertainment should be given the 
next night for the benefit of the Portland suffer- 
ers. 

The news spread quickly, and created an ex- 
citement which reached even the village of Cat- 
skill. While Mr. Stuart was engineering the 
various difllculties, 1 started on a voyage of dis- 
covery to the Laurel House in search for volun- 
teers. There 1 tbund the distinguished tragedian, 
Daniel S. Sandman,, who had proposed himself to 
give a dramatic reading for the same purpose, 
but who courteously and kindly pustponed his in- 
tention and offered to join our demoustration. 
This was a very strong volunteer, but more was 
needed- to lighten up the programme. I was for- 
tunate enough to find at the Laurel House, the 
two accomplished daughters of J. P. Cleveland, 
Esq., the nieces ofHorace Greeley, and Miss Deuel, 
all of New- York, who alter much urging and 
delicate diplomacy, consented to play and sing. 
At the Mountain House, I gained in Mr. C. B. 
Porter, another vocalist, and my measure was 
full. 

Laurel Cottage is one of the most homelike ho- 
tels I ever visited. It is beautifully situated, 
finely shaded, with a view of the junction of three 
large mountains, on whose thickly wooded sides 
a thousand weird and changetul shadows play. It 
is but a stone's throw from the Kautejskill Palls, 
one ot the most wildly romantic bits of scenery 
that I ever saw, and well worth the trouble of a 
d y's JQurney. If the Mountain House owns the 
exclusive privilege ol the view of sunrise^ Laurel 
Cottage enjoys the undivided right to the most 
gorgeous and most glorioas sunsets. Words can- 
not express the magnificence of the scene, when 
the day-god is sinking behind those colossal 
mountains, and the sky is aflame with its unspeak- 
able brightness. 

The afternoon stages brought a crowd of visit- 
ors to the Mountain House, so there was a pros- 
pect for a lull attendance. Alter 7 o'clock guests 
began to arrive, and by 8i a large and elegant 
audience was assembled in the great drawing- 
rooin. There was no charge for admission, but a 
placard at the door announced the object of the 
entertainment, and a large salad-bowl on the cen- 
tre-table was suggestive of a large amount ot 
greenbaclcs needed to fill up the vacuum. 

The programme was a good one, as the tollow- 
ing contents will prove: Duet, violin and piano, 
Don Giovanni, I. and J. Poznnnski; song, "Oh, 
Take Me to Thy Heart Again," Balfe, Mr. C. B. 
Porter; solo, violin. La Melancolie, 1. Poznanski; 
Scene IVom the Merchant ot Venice, Mr. D. S. 
Bandmann; duet, piano. La Gallina, Gottschalk, 
the Misses Cleveland; song, " The Forsaken," V. 
Gabriel, Miss Deuel; and piano solo, L'Siisfr 
d'Affiore, Thalberg, J. Pozanski. Second Part- 
Piano duet, Reponds Moi, Gottschalk, the Misses 
Cleveland; Italian Arietta, Tra-la-la, Giordegiani, 
Miss Deuel; violin solos, Beriense, Reber, Carni- 
val of Venice, Paganini, by I. B. Poznanski; So- 
lilpquy from Hamlet, by Mr. D. S. Bandmann; 
German song, "I Bless Thee Night and Day, 
Love," Mr. C. E. Porter; and Pantasie on the 
National Afrs, Poznanski, by I, B, Poznanski; 
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Englneer-in-Chief, Mr. Henri L. Stuart; Director 
and Accompanist, Mr. Henry C. Watson, who was 
also tlie spealsing programme. 

An extempore concert of this sort is not a -sub- 
ject for criticism, but I would malse an exception 
in this case, because everything was so good that 
special mention can only be gratifying to the 
critic and the criticised. The violinist, I; B. Poz- 
nanskl, played in a masterly manner. His six 
months residence in America, has not only en- 
larged his ideas, but It hfts broadened his style, 
and deepened his tone, and imparted dignity, 
force, %nd passion to his manner. His method is 
unexceptionable, his execution brilliant, clear, 
and well-phrased, and his style is chaste and 
classic He is an enthusiast in his art, and he 
promises to work out for himself a brilliant future. 
His perJtbrmances were enthusiastically received, 
and after all was over, he had to repeat Reber's 
delirious "Slumber Song," by special request oJ 
the ladies. 

Mr. Joseph Poznanski played with his usual 
force and spirit, and won hearty and prolonged 
applause. He displayed in a masterly manner the 
fine points of the Cycloid piano, its fUlI, rich, out- 
spoken power, which flUod that large carpeted 
room to its utmost needs, with its clear, brilliant, 
and sjTnpathetic tone. The Cycloid was the ad- 
miration of all present, and deservedly so. I sug- 
gest, however, to the courteous and pains-taking 
proprietor, Mr. Charles L. Beach, who exerted 
himself to the utmost to give eclat to the occasion, 
that a platform a foot high would enhance the 
quantity of tone for concert purposes. Miss Deuel 
has a charming light soprano voice,- which she 
uses quite skillfully, displaying at the same time 
both taste and feeling. She was warmly ap- 
plauded in botii her songs. Misses Margaret and 
Pauline Cleveland executed the two, duets by 
Gottschalk, which are very crabbed and difficult 
in themccent, with clearness, brilliancy, precision, 
and spirit, and won the applause and admiration 
of the audience for the artistic Ifeeling and the 
proficiency they displayed. The two young ladies 
were very nervous, and were averse tOvpublic per- 
formance, but their good sense and kindness of 
heart led them to lend their talents in aid of so 
good a cause. Mr. C. E. Porter sang and accom- 
panied himself' correctly and pleasantly, adding 
his share to the enjoyment of the evening. 

Mr. Bandmann read his selections in a masterly, 
manner; his enunciation is clear and forcible, his 
emphasis just, his intonation melodious, but 
marked and manly, and bis gestures graceful and 
emphatic. His interpretations were intelligent, 
bold and efl'ective, and the prolonged applause 
which followed them proved how thoroughly the 
audience appreciated his able efl'orts. The con- 
cert was, in every way, a brilliant success. 

At its close Mr. Stuart arose and made a spir- 
ited and touching appeal to the audience in be- 
half of the Portland sufl'erers, and showed them 
the way they should go, by walking to the salad- 
bowl and depositing the first ftee will ofl'ering to 
so deserving a cause. His example was followed, 
and between one and two hundred dollars were 
subscribed on the spot, to which something con- 
siderable was added, we understand, on tlie fol- 
lowing day. Not so bad a result for improvised 
music on the top of the CatskUls, 



By the by, music on the CatskUls is something 
wonderful in its enhanced quantity and quality of 
tone. I, in common with the Poznanskis and the 
learned professors, remarked the superior pui-ity 
of tone and the outspeaking vibration of voices, 
piano and violtas, as compared with the same at 
lower altitudes. The difference was apparent to_ 
all; the cause was argued, but the decision must 
be deferred until our second visit next week. The 
violins especially exhibited this difference. Poz- 
nanskl repeatedly tried both violins, oue a Guan- 
erlus, 160 years old, and the other a GemUnder, 
made in this city but two months ago. Both 
sounded in this crisp, attenuated atmosphere as 
they never sounded before. Rich, full and bril- 
liant, then: vibrations seemed to swell into a 
power beyond the recognized capacities of the in- 
struments, and to the honor of our manufacturers 
I can say without hesitation that the tn^o months' 
old violin, with the exception ol the difference in 
the quality of tones between two first-class instru- 
ments, is, in nearly all respects, as fine and as val- 
uable for playing purposes as the Guanerius of 
150 years of age. 

The ride down the mountain was even more 
delightful than the ascent, and I acknowledge to 
a keen feeling of regret at leaving a spot so full of 
the spirit of the beautiful and sublime, where I had 
eujoyed the first time for years the sensation of a 
complete and careless holiday. 

Before the departure of our party, it was deci- 
ded that another grand dramatic and musical 
demonstration should take place at the Mountain 
House, next Friday evening, when Mr. Band- 
mann, the Poznanskis, and possibly Miss Kellogg 
and Mr. G. W. Warren will assist. The proceeds 
will also be devoted to the cause of the Portland 
sufferers. I expect to be there. 



UTDISCRETIONS AND CONFIDENCES OF A 
MELOMANB. 



GARCIA AND MALIBRAN. 



Tronslatecl trom the IVench by Margaret Cecelia Cleveluid. 



Garcia was an exceptional artist and a bouffe 
singer, without parallel. Of Spanish origin, he 
possessed an exceedingly Impressionable Imagi- 
nation, an ardent head and an extremely vivacious 
character; he became Ibrious when his ear was 
shocked by a false note. One morning, he re- 
ceived a visit from one of his fMends, whom a ser- 
vant admitted into the salon. Suddenly the new 
comer heard issuing f)rom a back room, the door 
of which was closed, the plaintive cries of a 
child. 

" It is little Marie, " said the domestic, " whom 
Monsieur corrects lor having sung falsely." 

At these words, the visitor rushed towards the 
door, and opened It saying to Garcia: 

" A thousand pardons, my dear sir, but where- 
ever I hear the cry of a little child, there I go." 

The lather, disconcerted by this suddep appari- 
tion, released the little girl, who e^capeii to a 
corner of the room, casting upon her deliverer 
such an expressive look, that he started uncon- 
sciously. 

Alter having conversed for more than an hour 
with the celebrated artist, the visitor took his 
leave, and found again, crouching In a corner of 
the ante-chamber, - his little protegtie, who not 



daring to speak a single word, still seemed to say 
to him: 

" I beg of you, obtain my forgiveness !" 

He understood inarvelously well, and pressing 
the hand of Garcia, said; 

" Permit me to ask j'ou, to do me the favor 
which I am about to request." , 

" What Is that?" 

" The piardon of your child. I know well that 
one false note Is unpardonable for the daughter 
of Garcia, but for every sin, mercy!" 

He then lifted the little girl up, and putting her 
in her father's arms, obliged him to receive the 
kiss of repentance, and to pronounce the pardon. 
Marie then threw her arms around the visitor's 
neck, and whispered softly in his ear, "I will re- 
member you all my life." 

The deliverer was named Bolldedu. • 

Some years later, Marie followed her lather and 
all of her family to England, and fVom thence to 
the United States, where she became known, upon 
her d^but on the lyric stage, by a ravishing voice, 
an admirable' method, and the enthusiasm with 
which she electrified her audience. At this time 
she inspired the most lively passion in a merchant 
named Malibran, who then enjoyed great wealth, 
and solicited by her father to marry this man who 
was twice her age, enchained her destiny at the 
age of sixteen. A little later her husband met 
with reverses, and the young wife left America, 
and went to Paris. 

Here she manifested the Intention of malting 
her d^ut at the Theatre Itallen; but she wished 
to be Introduced by some one beaiing a great 
name in the musicalVorld. Bolldleu, Cate), and 
several other celebrated artists formed a jury 
which were to pronounce upon the artistic merits 
of the debutante, and to judge of her probable 
success in the future. These hopes became reality, 
when Marie had sung the beautifhl romance of 
Paul in- ' ' Otello, " and above all the grand aila in 
"Semlrlmide." 

" Never before," cried Bolldien, " have I heard 
so vibrating a voice, so full in the low notes." 

Catel, notwithstanding his phlegmatic 'nature, 
could not help saying that he was delighted, 
astonished. 

This first success, established by all the celebra- 
ted artists that were present, created for the 
debutante a very advantageous. engagement with 
the managers of the Theatre Itallen. Before ap- 
pearlngthere, she wished to make atrial befbretbe 
Parisian public, and appeared at a concert given 
in the Salle of tlie Rus Oharentin, for the benefit 
of a worthy family, that unforeseen reverses had 
thrown into complete distress. To propose to 
Marie a benevolent enterprise, was to give her a 
great pleasure. With what zeal and empressement 
she made the necessary arrangements, (engaging 
talents of a superior order,) principally with 
Kalkbrenner and Laifont, who made It a duty to 
respond to her call. She eyen disposed of a large 
number of tickets herself, 

In this concert, she excited general enthusiasm, 
and was proclaimed by the first professors of that 
time, and especially by Martin, Plantade, and 
Cherublni, the most perfect singer they had ever 
heard. 

But her true enjoyment was, in giving relief to 
an honest family, for whom her fii-st appearance 
In the capital realized about six thousand fVancs. 
We will not undertake to describe here the success 
which attended her, Paris applauded successively 
the beautiful Simlrimis, the tender Desdomoua, 
the coquetish Rosina, the naive Cendrlllon, and 



